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blue-checked gowns, the same servant's caps, the same dowdy, English air,
the same vulgar type of face. I asked the Governor whether he found any
difficulty in keeping the peace among them; and he said they were more
quarrelsome than men. Doubtless, [31] they do plague and pester one another
from morning till night, though certainly all looked peaceable enough when
we saw them. It was perceptible that some of them, at least, were acting for
the Governor's eye. He is a man, I should judge, very fit for his situation; a
bluff, ruddy-faced, hearty, kindly, yeomanlike Englishman, with no superfluous
sensibility, but a warm, wholesome heart. He speaks to them in a loud, good-
humored tone, and treats them in a simple, healthy way, which is much freer
and better for them than any treatment which a man of nicer feelings would
be able to bestow. An American, in similar position, would probably be a much
superior man, better educated, with a far wider range of thought, more of a
gentleman; but I doubt whether he would bring about better results.

We looked into a good many sleeping-rooms, where were rows of beds,
most of them calculated for two, with sheets and pillow-cases that looked like
sackcloth, or tow-cloth. Everything" throughout the house was clean and
perfectly neat. We went, too, into the laundry, where a great wash seemed to
be going on, and the whole atmosphere of the room was almost steam, [32] in
which (it was rather disagreeable to think) all the uncleanness of the pauper
habiliments and bed clothes was resolved into a gaseous state. An old woman
invited me to step into the room where the clothes were dried; and on doing
so, I found myself immediately in a stew.

After this, we went to the ward where the children were kept; and on enter-
ing this, we saw, in the first place, two or three very unlovely and unwholesome
little imps, who were lazily playing together. One of them (a child about six
years old, but I know not whether girl or boy) immediately took the 'strangest
fancy to me; it was a wretched, pale, half-torpid little thing, with a humor in
its eyes, which the Governor said was the scurvy. I never saw (till a few
moments afterwards) a child that I should feel less inclined to fondle. But
this little, sickly, humor-eaten fright prowled around me, taking hold of my
skirts, following at my heels; and at last held up its hands, smiled in my
face, and standing directly before me, insisted on my taking it up! Not that
it said a word (for I rather think the imp was underwitted, and could not
talk) but its face expressed such [33] perfect confidence that it was going
to be taken up and made much of, that it was impossible not to do it. It was
as if God had promised the child this favor on my behalf, (but I wish He
had not!) and that I must needs fulfil the contract I held my undesirable
burthen a little while; and after setting the child down, it still followed me,
holding two of my fingers (luckily the glove was on) and playing with them,
just as if (God save us!) it were a child of my own. It was a foundling; and
out of all human kind, it chose me to be its father! We went up stairs into
another ward; and on coming down again, there was this same child, waiting